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Night of the eine Screenplay 


P eople send me these screen- 
plays. 

You realize how desperate you 
have to be to send me a screenplay? 
I mean, after you send it to the 
heads of the five major Hollywood 
studios, who else would be on that 
list? Let’s see. Steven Spielberg, 
Martin Scorsese, seventeen thou- 
sand other people who can get mov- 
ies made, and then Joe Bob Briggs. 
So I wonder what would happen if 
one day I read one of these screen- 
plays and said, “This is brilliant!” 

Would the 17,000 people who 
have rejected it all suddenly say, 
“Whoa! Hold on there! Joe Bob likes 
this one!” And then bid the price on 
it up to a million, get Julia Roberts 
and Kevin Costner on the phone, 
and... 

Nah, I guess not. 

Anyhow, for those of you so piti- 
ful that you are planning to send me 
your screenplay, here are a few sug- 
gestions, based on the 1,200 rejected 
screenplays [ve read so far. They 
might save you a little time. 

For example, please don’t send 
me any more stories where the psy- 
chiatrist is the main character, or 
where the main relationship is be- 
tween a patient and his or her 
shrink. Maybe it’sjust me, but when 
you get to the seventieth page of 
somebody lying on a sofa saying 
“And then my mother used to take 
candy away from me...” my mind 
starts to wander just a little bit. 

Please don’t send me anything 
called “A Night of the Living Dead 








Maria Ford gets nekkid, vamps around in her anderweat and 
does everything else she can to get some chemistry going 
ge 7 between her and country singer Billy Burnette, but Billy just 
for the nineties.” Has it ever oc- can’t get that sexy thang moving, in the non-erotic erotic 
curred to you that nobody went to thriller Saturday Night Special. 


see the many Night of the Living Deads for the 
seventies and eighties? 

Don’t send me any scripts about 45-year-old 
women falling in love with a man who’s “not just 
another one in the long line of jerks.” Apparently this 
idea has been workshopped somewhere. We've al- 
ready got several thousand versions of the story, so 
I think as soon as Debra Winger is available, we can 
roll camera. 

Don’t send me any outer-space scripts where 
everybody is a cyborg. 

Don’t send me any scripts described as “the next 
Reservoir Dogs” where everybody dies in the last 
scene. 

Please please please don’t send me any scripts 
about Grandma. 7 

Please don’t send any scripts that include the 
line “We’ve got company.” 

Please don’t send any scripts about mercenaries 
in South America, mercenaries in Southeast Asia, 
mercenaries in Africa, or mercenaries assaulting an 
“island fortress.” 

And, most important of all, please don’t send any 
scripts about “the everyday life of’ anybody. It’s 
those scenes in the cappuccino bars where everyone 
says “I just adore the cinnamon toast here.” They 
make me sick for weeks. 

Other than that, go for that Oscar! 

And speaking of movies we think we’ve seen 
before, Saturday Night Special, the film debut of 
country singer Billy Burnette, seemed mighty famil- 
iar when I saw it. And it’s because the great Roger 
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Billy emotes. 


Corman, B-movie producer extraordinaire, appar- 
ently recycled one of his old erotic thriller scripts, 
scene for scene and almost word for word. (Unfortu- 
nately, senility is setting in. I can’t remember the 
name of the movie, but Ido know that it starred Julie 
Carmen in the role now played by scream queen 
Maria Ford.) 

Anyhow, what we got here is the story of a bored 
honky-tonk waitress, blonde beauty Maria Ford, 
married to a loudmouth redneck bartender played 
by Rick Dean, and they spend all their time watering 
down the liquor, counting their money, and going 
fishing. Then one day Billy Burnette climbs down 
out of his pickup, starts playing guitar and singing 
in the club, and pretty soon he and Maria are 
aardvarking all over the county. 

Actually, it’s Maria that does most of the work. 
For the first time in movie history, it’s the male actor 
who insists on keeping all his clothes on during the 
sex scenes. Billy even keeps his shirt on. And he 
kisses like a dead wall-eyed bass. 

So, of course, we all know this drill, right? Maria 
and Billy get hot and heavy—actually she gets hot, 
he gets heavy—and pretty soon they’re checking out 
handgun catalogs and sending off for vacation bro- 
chures. What they don’t count on is an extremely 
obnoxious sheriff, Robert Van Luik, and a good-ole- 
boy creepola ex-con played by Duane Whitaker, who 
doesn’t like being set up to do somebody else’s dirty 
work. 


Sorry, folks, but the 
Julie Carmen version was 
a whole heck of a lot bet- 
ter, which is disappoint- 
ing, cause the last time 
this director did some- 
thing, he won a Drive-In 
Academy Award (my man 
Dan Golden, creator of Na- 
ked Obsession). We'll wait 
till Dan’s next flick, Bram 
Stoker’s Burial of the Rats, 
before we jump to any con- 
clusions, though. 

Okay, let’s tote em up. 

Four dead bodies. 
Four breasts. Four brawls. 
A whole heck of a lot of 
long boring country songs. 
Gratuitous spouse abuse. 
Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Maria 
Ford, who puts the only 
“erotic” in “erotic thriller,” 
for saying “Please don’t make me do this” while she’s 
having sex; Rick Dean, as the sleazeball; and Billy 
Burnette, for wearing his hat at the proper angle and 
successfully delivering the line “Divorce him, 
Darlene.” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Rick Dean tries to force Bill to Paote more. 


porter and Bently Tittle as the sarcastic: swamp seat. ghee = 
and a halfstars. Second feature: Gate I: The — demons 


to reopen the door e the other dimension. Pretty soon all bis . 
friends are getting exactly what they want, but turning | into a 
pus-spewing hellish fiends 1 in the procers. — special 
effects. Three stars.) _ 
August 13: South Beach: Easygoing < getan flick produced q 
and directed by Fred Williamson, who also starsasa private _ 
eye framed for a murder who keeps getting beaten up as he © 
tries to protect his ex-wife, Vanity, froma creepola picking eee 
the girls at a phone-sex business. Williamson’s real-life friends, _ 
Peter Fonda, Gary Busey, Robert Forster and Henry | 
Silva, all take roles in the film, which has a weak script but _ 
outstanding acting. Three stars. (Second feature: Savage . 
Instinct: Released in 1990 as They Call Me Macho Woman (a _ 
much better title), starring Debra Sweaney asa woman who _ 
accidentally witnesses a gang of ruthless punk drug dealers | 
loading cocaine into a Mercedes, and ends up being chased 
through the woods by an army of perverts led by Brian | 
Oldfield, who wears a steel band on his head with a unicorn © 
spike coming out of the front so he can ram it through people’ 5 
foreheads. Pretty soon Debra files down a couple ofaxes, grabs _ 
a few steel spikes, and turns into Rambo With P.M. Ss. As the 
ad says, “Born to shop—I learned to kill.” Two stars. > 
August 20: The show starts at 10: 15 tonight, right after | 
In The Line of Fire. We have no idea why. First upis The Bik ini 
Car Wash Company I, alame but breast- filled sex comedy full _ 
of nubile young starlets dancing in their underwear as they try — 
to save a chain of car washes from anevil company by creating _ 
the tangerie! ane Two stars. (Secone feature: eee , 





Maria Ford gives up on Billy ever emoting. 





It’s not just for men anymore... 


Commitaphobia 


jE oe know how women 
always talk about guys 
who Won’t Commit? 

It’s like a social disease. 
It’s worse than a social dis- 
ease. They think of it as an 
actual mental illness, 
where something in the 
guy's personality is so 
screwed up that he has a 
missing Commitment 
Gene. 

But why is it only guys 
who are accused of this? 
Aren’t there an equal num- 
ber of women who don’t 
want to live together, sleep 
together, get married, get 
engaged, or let some guy 
leave his clothes over at 
their house? I mean, isn’t 
this Not Committing, too? 
Aren’t there just as many 
women who wanna have 
dates, but don’t necessar- 
ily wanna marry the guy? 

We are about thirty 
years down the feminist 
road now, and one of the 
absolute principles of femi- 
nism is that she can do whatever he can do, and they 
both have the same right to refuse. Right? 

So the guy is just refusing. He doesn’t want 
marriage. He doesn’t want children. It’s not a dis- 
ease. It’s just a guy being a guy. 

So whenever I hear some woman say, “Well, I 
really love Gregory, but he just Won’t Commit,” it 
makes me think, “What do you want? You want the 
guy to lie to you? You want him to say, ‘Oh, heck yes, 
I would love to get a house in the suburbs with you,” 
when what he’s really thinking is, “If this gal nags 
me one more time about this, I’m moving to Oshkosh 
and going bass-fishing the rest of my life”? 

In other words, another way of saying the guy 
Won't Commit is to say, “He’s a really honest guy.” He 
refuses to do something he doesn’t wanna do! 

Also, why do they use this long Latin word? 
Commitment. It’s a legal term. It’s the word they use 
when they put somebody in jail or force them to go to 
a mental institution. No wonder guys go screaming 
out of the room when you mention it. They don’t 
wanna be Committed. 

Of course, the ultimate showdown over Commit- 





Adam Baldwin keeps jumping out of Shan- 
non Tweed’s closet in Cold Sweat and land- 
ing on Shannon Tweed. 


mentis when the gal says, 
“Well, if you Can’t Com- 
mit, then this relationship 
is over, because I need a 
man who Can Commit.” 

At this point, the guy 
has three options: 

1) Take a hike. 

2) Lie about it. 

3) Actually decide 
that he likes the idea of 
Being Committed. 

Guess which one he 
never chooses. 

The next time you 
run across a guy who 
Won't Commit, give him 
a break, how bout it? 

And if he ever de- 
cides he Will Commit 
when he doesn’t want to 
Commit... 

Have him Commit- 
ted. 

Speaking of strange 
| facts in modern civiliza- 
... [a tion, the number one 
video box-office star in 
America is... 

Would you believe 





Shannon Tweed? 

Apparently the former Playmate of the Year is 
the hottest direct-to-video rental “name” in the busi- 
ness, which would explain why she’s able to make 
347 erotic thrillers a year and keep getting hired for 
another one. 

What do you think the producers say to her? 
“Hey, Shannon, we’ve got a script here that’s very 
different for you. You only get nekkid twelve times. 
You only kill four people. And instead of playing the 
wife of a high-powered corrupt attorney, here’s the 
great part. Youre the wife of a high-powered corrupt 
real estate investor! Isn’t it great?” 

And so another Shannon Tweed erotic thriller 
hits the shelves. And this week’s entry is Cold Sweat, 
in which Shannon is the rich wife of a sleazeball 
businessman, but she’s having affairs with the 
businessman’s partner and his cocaine dealer. But 
everything goes haywire when the husband hires a 
hitman to kill either the wife or the partner, and he’s 
one of those sensitive hitmen, played by Ben Cross, 
whose head is still all screwed up from killing an 
innocent woman during his /ast assignment. 


And, oh yeah, one more 
thing. The innocent woman 
he killed is hanging around in 
ghost form, trying to get Ben 
to apologize. 

It’s your basic Canadian 
hired-assassin erotic ghost 
story, with a lot of groovy 
bird’s-eye-view camera 
angles. 

It’s actually a pretty de- 
cent one. 

Four dead bodies. Sixteen 
breasts. Office aardvarking. 
Shower aardvarking. Nekkid 
body-painting. Artery-slicing. 
Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Dave Tho- 
mas, as the disgusting over- 
weight Binaca-spraying real 
estate mogul married to Shan- 





non, for breaking a lot of ex- Shannon Tweed’s husband takes his last bath. 


pensive dinnerware and saying “You're screwing 
around on me, aren’t you?”; Lenore Zann, as the sexy 
ghost who gets killed in the first scene of the movie 
but finishes the movie; Ben Cross, as the hitman; 
Adam Baldwin, for being the only Baldwin I can’t 
ever remember the name of; and Shannon Tweed, 
for making sure everybody in the cast gets killed 
except her (as usual). 

Three and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Shannon, emoting. 


MR. HATE 
SEZ... 


by Clarke Blacker 


Jimmie Dale Gilmore: After Awhile: It’s 
not that often that Mr. Hate gets to tell you 
about someone like Jimmie Dale Gilmore. 
Jimmie is a legendary Lubbock, Texas, singer/ 
songwriter and part-time eastern philosopher. 
He is someone that is very difficult to classify— 
on the surface a country singer who owes a great 
debt to Jimmie Rodgers and Hank Williams, but 
with subtle qualities more difficult to pin down. 
Sadly, as with so many other genuine American 
artists, he is more popular in Europe than the 
U.S. This album, produced by Stephen Bruton, 
is a real find. The achingly beautiful “Tonight I 
Think I’m Gonna Go Downtown” and “Treat Me 
Like Saturday Night” (also recorded by Lubbock’s 
Joe Ely) are a testament to his awesome talent. 
There are not that many singers that can evoke 
the sheer power that he has. Hacks like Garth 
Brooks aren’t fit to shine Jimmie’s shoes. If you 
think that you like country music, and espe- 
cially if you think you don’t, you owe it to 
yourself to listen to Jimmie Dale Gilmore. I give 
my personal Mr. Hate Guarantee that you will 
not be disappointed. (To order, send $15.98 to 
Electra Entertainment, 73 Rockefeller Plaza, 
New York, NY 10019. 1991.) 








Reviews by the Martial Arts Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


PBLACKBELT 


> 6 





“Impressive” “original” “very bloody” drama starring the 


“stiff? Don “The Dragon” Wilson, who “still can’t act” but 
“snarls and grimaces a lot” as an ex-cop taking on all comers as 





ae “The Dragon” Wilson takes care of business in Blackbelt: If acting could 


kill. 


he Semis rock singer and “Paula Abdul look-alike” Deirdre 
Imershein against attacks by a “big, mean and really screwed 
up” Vietnam vet, the “crotch-sniffing,” “finger-chopping” psycho 
karate-killer Mattias Hues (“standout performance”), whothinks 
the girl is the mother he once murdered. (“Both the victim and the 
stalker are incest victims—pretty tasteless, but well-handled.”) 
Also starring Richard Beymer, “pretty good” as the godfather- 
type “sleazy record producer” who has his own reasons for 
sending goons to attack Imershein. The goons are billed as “the 
greatest martial arts cast ever assembled,” and include kickboxing 
champions “Bad” Brad Hefton, Mitch Borrow, Gerry Blank, 
Ian Jacklin, Ernest Simmons, Tim 
Baker, Jim Graden and John Graden. 
“The martial arts version of The Body- 
guard, although this film came out first.” 
“The only thing missing is a psycho bimbo 
who can kick butt. The movie has every- 
thing else.” “Matthias Hues’ rendition of 
the line ‘T’m home, Mother,’ ranks right up 
there with Nicholson’s ‘Heeeere’s 
Johnniee!” “Don Wilson moves good for a 
skinny guy.” “Excellent Bruce Lee 
lookaway neck break.” “Fight scenes are 
well-choreographed and cleanly executed 
but very slow.” “Everyone seems to slow 
down to make Don Wilson look good.” 
“Deirdre Imershein’s sex-synching in bed 
with Don Wilson is almost as bad as her lip- 
synching asa singer.” “A little mean, which 
is typical of Don Wilson’s movies.” “Who 
decided that a pistol could shoot 26 times 
without reloading? Why did these guys 
need to get shot at least 11 times before 
they were dead?” Writer/Director Charles 


Official Rating 


System — 


1 00-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 
(83-80Decent 
79-75 Watchable 
(14-65 Pathetic - 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


M artial Arts Records 


| “Highest rating: 93 
(Police Story, 1985). 


— Lowest rating: 62 : 
Wild Women 7 Thailand, 1990). 


Phillip Moore’s screenplay has a number of great lines for Don 
Wilson, including “The broken nose is for the girI—the vasectomy 
is free,” and “Keep it—I don’t charge to take out the garbage.” 
Thirty-two dead bodies. Six breasts. One motor vehicle chase, 
with crash and burn. Multiple severed fingers. Eight Kung Fu 
battles. Cast: Alan Blumenfeld. [New 
Horizons. 1992.] Overall rating: 90. 


Kicks OXER ILI: 
THE ART OF WAR 


> 66 


“Better than average” “ultra-formu- 
laic” “revenge-type story” starring Sasha 
Mitchell, “made for this part” as a 
kickboxing champ who goes to fight an 
exhibition match in Rio de Janeiro, where 
“sleazebag” white slaver Richard Comar 
invites him to a party, introduces him to a 
beautiful homeless girl, then kidnaps the 
girl to force Mitchell to fight a hired killer. 
Together with his oriental trainer, the “be- 
lievable” “philosophizing sidekick” Den- 
nis Chan, Mitchell tears Rio apart until he 
finds her. Chan also provides comic relief 
by “swiping food from Mitchell, ogling 
women and saying things like ‘I better go 
in. There will be women of dubious moral- 
ity, possibly with very few clothes on.” 
“Lots of heart.” “Mitchell is the Mel Gibson 
of martial arts drive-in flicks. Nice tattoos, 
too.” “Mitchell is good, but sometimes he’s 
almost goofy enough to be Ernest the 
kickboxer.” “Choreography is classic 
kickboxing.” “The fight scenes are competent but not excep- 
tional.” “Fight scenes routine—believable but not exciting.” “Fight 
choreography is inconsistent. When someone gets kicked in the 
gut, it’s not supposed to sound like a sock on the chin.” “Aided 
immensely by the exotic South American locations.” “Lots of 
annoying salsa music.” Eleven dead bodies. Snake milking. Nine 
Kung Fu scenes. Voodoo Fu. Giant dessert Fu. Cast: Noah 
Verduzco (Marcos), Ian Jacklin (Pete), Alethea Miranda 
(Isabella), Milton Goncalves (Sergeant). Writer: Dennis Pratt. 
Director: Rick King. [King’s Road/Live. 1992.] Overall rating: 
87. 


([IGER CLAWS 


“Nice” but “technically crude” detec- 
tive story starring Cynthia Rothrock 
(“she could use an acting teacher” but is 
still “the only female martial artist with a 
shot at the big time”) as a cop who teams up 
with “greasy, pony-tailed Bela Lugosi look- 
alike” Jalal Merhi (“a stiff’ and “a good 
Armand Assante double” who also pro- 
duced the film) to investigate murders of 
martial-arts champions in New York’s 
Chinatown, where the most lethal forms of 
combat are taught in underground “Tiger” 
schools. All clues lead to painter Bolo 
Yeung, the legendary “aging but still-in- 
shape brute,” “great as ever” as The Death 
Dealer, = of the greatest bad guys ever, 
real mean and doesn’t even need a rea- 
son.” He goes around “beating the snot out 
of people” and leaving his calling card: 
tiger-claw scratch-marks on a dead body. 


“Bolo Yeung is sosleazy he kills his 
own trainer.” “Kind of a cross be- 
tween Silence of the Lambs and 
Enter the Dragon. Neat stuff.” “It 
sorta has the feeling of a Miami 
Vice episode.” “Characters are com- 
plex enough to show good and bad 
on both sides.” “Excellent scene 
where the killer seems to hold his 
hands in boiling water forever.” 
“Cynthia Rothrock sure knows how 
to handle long sticks.” “Rothrock 
and Merhi are simply awful as 
actors. Cynthia needs to do at least 
some semi-nude scenes to help 
spice up her movies.” “Cynthia’s 
breasts are smaller than Van 
Damme’s.” “Excellent fight chore- 
ography.” “In her first fight, 
Cynthia changes shoes before she 
kicks, then changes back when she 
is finished.” “The film is setin New 
York but shot in Toronto. I don’t 
think they're fooling anybody.” The - 
police chiefhas the best lines: “They 
won't like a serial killer on the 
loose—it’s bad publicity,” and “Kiss 
my yellow ass.” Fifteen dead bod- 
ies. One explosion. Ten Kung Fu 
battles. Claw Fu. Table Fu. Oar 
Fu. Steel-pipe Fu. Cast: Billy 
Pickell (“great” as himself, “the 
Crazy Eddie of karate instruc- 
tors”), John Webster (“idiotic” as 
a weenie sergeant “with a Cana- 
dian accent”). Writer: J. Stephen 
Maunder (“nicely written, simple but well done”). Director: 
Kelly Makin. [Shapiro-Glickenhaus/MCA-Universal. 1992.] 
Overall rating: 87. 


PINAL IMPACT 


“Fast-paced” “well-choreographed” revenge drama starring 
the “convincing” “drive-in superstar” Lorenzo Lamas as a 
boozed-up Vegas bar owner who agrees to train young Mike 
Worth (“zero charisma”) so that he can get back at the “wooden” 
“maniacally mugging” Jeff Langton, who beat him mercilessly 
and stole his kickboxing title and his wife ( Mimi Lesseos, a 
scene-stealer as “a good looker with a bad attitude”). Also starring 
Kathleen Kinmont as the neglected girlfriend who “spends 
most of her screen time hanging around doing nothing or crying 
on cue.” “Sort of an adult version of The Karate Kid.” “Like across 
between Rocky and Rain Man.” “Lorenzo Lamas proves there’s 
life after Falcon Crest.” “A mixture of kickboxing and soap 
opera—not a good combination. Example: ‘You don’t need me, 
you need yourself. You get that back, call me.’ What the hell did 
that mean?” “The main actor dies before the movie is really over— 
I would have liked to see him get his revenge.” “Downer ending.” 
“Fight choreography quite decent, but too much rolling with the 
kicks and punches.” “All the fights are predictable.” “Editing 
strange and overdone—the same kick shown three times instead 
of once.” One dead body. No breasts (“I hate it when the star works 
with his wife”). Gratuitous hot-oil wrestling. Ten kung fu scenes. 
Cast: Mike Tony (“painful” as an old trainer). Writer: Stephen 
Smoke. Director: Joseph Merhi. | PM. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 
80. 


CLOSE ESCAPE 


“Enjoyable,” “fast-paced” but “below average” Hong Kong 
“melodrama” about a man trying to avenge the murder of his 
brother by vicious diamond thieves, starring the “great” Yukari 





Benny “The Jet” Urquidez gets new scar tissue on his face 
in every movie he makes, including Kick Fighter. 


Oshima as the tough “good 
girl” and featuring brutal 
battles with mobsters. “What 
an ending!” “The fight cho- 
reography is pretty good.” 
“The finale is stunning and 
violent.” “Fight scenes are 
too fast—may have been 
filmed at 20 or 22 frames per 
second.” “The fight scenes 
and the dripping dead dog 
blood are the best parts.” 
“Insipid Chinese sentimen- 
tality interspersed with 
great fight choreography.” 
“Four or five good fight se- 
quences are still not enough 
to keep most viewers awake 
through all the boring sub- 
plots, juvenile comedy and 
pop songs.” Among the more 
interesting subtitles are 
“Stop lousing,” “Rid him our 
usual way,” and “Leave me 
alone, I must chase after 
them!” Nine dead bodies. 
Two motor vehicle chases. 
Ten Kung Fu scenes. Sword 
Fu. Hammer Fu. Diamond- 
eating Fu. Pie-in-the-face Fu. 
Director: Wing Chow. 
[1991.] Overall rating: 79. 


Kick FIGHTER 


Love-it-or-hate-it 
story, “totally predictable,” with “thin” plot but “continuous 
action.” The “decent” Richard Norton is a “dumb-looking” 
Australian street fighter who spends five years injailin Bangkok 
for beating a cheating gambler to death, and while he’s in the clink 
learns that his parents have been murdered and his sister, Erica 
Van Wagener (“can’t act”), has contracted a disease that only be 
cured by open-heart surgery in San Francisco that costs $100,000. 
When he gets out he works in a rough shipyard where, in order 
to get money for the surgery, he hires another Australian in a bar 
to be his manager, takes lessons from a blind homeless martial 
arts master, and agrees to travel to Manila to fight the “fantastic” 
Benny “The Jet” Urquidez with his “90 per cent scar-tissue 
face.” Meanwhile, the syndicate kidnaps the sister to ensure their 
bets on the fight. Steve Rackman is “great” as Bodo, the cage 
fighter, and Ursula Marquez turns heads as the doctor. Noah 
Blough’s script is not high on intellectual quality. The best lines 
are “Use your mind, not your asshole” and “Just shut up, shut the 
fuck up!” “There’s a sort of honesty that accidentally comes out 
of shooting a cheap movieina Third World country.” “The master 
gives his student a stainless steel jock strap as a graduation gift, 
but we never see him wear it nor do we see it protect him.” “These 
are the most realistic fights I’ve seen since they learned it looks 
more realistic not to actually hit each other.” “The fight choreog- 
raphy is very good. Punches and kicks seem well-timed. The ‘cage 
match’ and final battle are painful to watch.” “The fight scenes are 
well-done and believable, but too many clumsy edits and idiotic 
slow-motion shots wreck a lot of the effect.” “The hero’s main 
squeeze is a hooker! Not a Julia Roberts cuddly-cute hooker, but 
areal Bangkok call girl!” “Richard Norton is a decent fighter who 
has never really had the chance of starring in a decent movie. He’s 
capable of much better work!” “How can this guy be Australian 
and all the rest of his family is Southern?” “Plot makes no sense, 
acting sucks, and writing sucks.” “Deadly dull.” “Another ho hum 
martial arts film bites the dust.” Six dead bodies. Two breasts. 
One motor vehicle chase. Two explosions. Cock fight. Dock fight. 
Sleazy strip joint. Ten Kung Fu battles. Cast: Carlos “Sonny” 


Padillo, Glen Ruehland, Franco Guerrero. Director: An- 
thony Maharaj. [AIP. 1988/91.] Overall rating: 79. 


Kevin Bernhardt proves there: ~ life after Genin Hospital, in n Kick or Die. 


Kick OR DIE 


99 66 99 66 


“Melodramatic” “okay-looking low-budget” “soap-opera-ish” 
thriller, “close to a home movie,” starring the “competent but 
dull” “stiff’ Kevin Bernhardt (of General Hospital fame) as a 
martial arts instructor hired to protect college coeds from a 
sadistic rapist (who commits his crimes in blackface!), only to find 
out the culprit is the alumnus who recruited him. “Predictable” 
“well-done” fight scenes, with Bernhardt “clearly pulling every- 
thing he throws.” Bernhardt is “very right-legged” and “needs to 
take more classes.” Only one member considered it “better-than- 
average martial arts.” Featuring a subplot about coed Holaday 
Mason’s singing career, complete with “ultra-lame musical num- 
bers that will only anger fans expecting action,” and including “a 
rape disco dance number—you have to see it.” “The mean bikers 
are a bunch of weenies.” “Mike Stone, sixties karate champ, 
makes a two-second cameo appearance as a traffic cop.” Two dead 
bodies. Eight breasts. One motor vehicle chase. Microphone- 
hanging-in-the-frame Fu. Cast: Tim Wallace. Writer/Director: 
Charles Norton. [AIP. 1987/91.] Overall rating: 75. 


[Dr4DL Y AMAZONS—TRIPLE THREAT 


“Tough bimbos kick butt” in this “lame” “amateurish” 
“twisted” “wretched” shot-on-video “Creepshow-style” anthology 
of “toxic waste’—“bad even by drive-in standards”’—of three 
comic-book stories featuring “heroically-proportioned” women 
who overcome evil men in “fake fake fake” fight scenes. The 
stories are told by the “huge” butch babysitter Dot Jones, who 
is taking care of two “dorks,” the “miscast” Rodd Matsui and 
“annoying” Bryan Moore, the sons of Conrad Brooks, the Plan 
9 From Outer Space veteran, in a brief cameo. The best actress is 
Leilani Dalumpines, Full Contact National Martial Arts Cham- 
pion, who kickboxes in spiked heels as an oriental spy in Ms. 





Loo—Lady of the Dragon. But bodybuilder “tall dumb muscular 
blonde” —— Andersch (best known as “Diamond” on Ameri- 

: can Gladiators) “really sucks” as a weight- 
lifting detective in Shakedown. Bodybuilder 
Erin Weida, who “can’t act but wears raw- 
hide well,” hunts down evil poachers in 
Kageena, Mistress of the Jungle. “Sort of a 
cross between Thelma & Louise and Gor- 
geous Ladies of Wrestling.” “This is not a 
martial arts film, but a fetish film dedicated to 
fans of female supremacy. It would appeal to 
guys who have fantasized about being head- 
scissored by a musclewoman.” “Even though 
the acting and fights are really bad, I wanted 
to watch to see what would happen next.” 
“The makers of this film obviously spent more 
on drugs than production.” “I think it’s pos- 
sible that two of the ‘gals’ are guys in some sort 
of drag. If so, these are good performances.” 
“Scenes change from day to night instantly in 
the middle of a fight.” “Lighting is apparently 
provided by two GE 100-watt bulbs.” “The 
best thing you can say about the photography 
is that the camera is generally on and there 
are no fingers in front of the lens.” “Fight 
choreography very sloppy.” “The fighting is 
fake as plastic vomit.” “Basically it has the feel 
of a porno movie.” Leilani Dalumpines has the 
best lines: “You’ve been a bad girl” (to a 
longhair lowlife), “Take out the trash” (to a receptionist after 
killing a big guy), and “I’m gonna get me some.” Fourteen dead 
bodies. Thigh-crushing. Kung Fu. Bimbo Fu. Chunk Fu. Cast: Flo 
Utterman, Irving Wasserman. Director: Samuel M. Oldham. 
[To order, send $50 ($53.25 if you’re a resident of California) to 
Amazon Productions, P.O. Box 571, Santa Monica, CA 90406- 
0571. 1991.] (Also reviewed by the Ultra-Low-Budget Commit- 
tee, which gave it an 80.) Overall rating: 63. 


Wip WOMEN OF THAILAND 


99 6¢ 


“Sleazy” “putrid” “inept” “depressing” shot-on-video “Mondo 
Cane ripoff’? by Bangkok bar-hopper David LaFever about 
women’s kickboxing, hot oil wrestling, go-go dancers and fire- 
eating at an infamous Thai beach resort. “Of all the beautiful 
women in Thailand, this guy couldn’t find any?” “Some guy’s 
vacation video with a crappy voiceover.” “Less sex appeal than a 
deodorant commercial.” “Extremely amateurish, below the level 
of amateur porn.” “The ‘tarts’ are not up to American hooter 
standards.” “This sleazoid even tapes prostitutes in his hotel 
room wrestling on his bed.” “Like watching a home movie of your 
perverted uncle’s trip to Bangkok.” “The referee’s back is always 
in the video. The boxing only gets real when the girls get mad at 
each other.” “The way LaF ever defines ‘wild’ makes me wonder 
where he is from. Is he an example of what happens to a Texan 
who doesn’t drink beer?” Some find LaFever’s narration “excel- 
lent” and “campy,” “like Robin Leach gone sleazy,” with lines like 
“I saw this at three in the morning—vivacious vixens fighting in 
slippery saliva-like olive oil.” Others say the narration is “just like 
Criswell in Plan 9 From Outer Space.” Four breasts. Fight 
between a king cobra and a mongoose. Four fights. Gratuitous 
folk dancing. [Available for $14.95 from New Age Marketing, 
1230 Market St, Suite 701, San Francisco, CA 94102. 1990.] 
Overall rating: 62. 


Members of te Martial Arts Committee are Nate Allen, college student, Albuquerque, N.M.; Robin Anderson, copy 
machine operator/student, St. Paul, Minn.; Mark T. Bauer, chemist, Plano, Tex.; Mykel Board, ue fanzine editor, New 
York, N.Y.; Bobby Frazier, postal worker, Dallcs. William Thomas Greystone, fbn producer/director/TV master controller, 
Naples, Fla.; Steve Malyn, attorney, Dearborn, Mich.; Carl Morano, film producer/editor of Video Confidential, North 
Bergen, N. i. Monroe Pastermack, college instructor, Oakland, Calif.; Wes Pierce, amateur writer, Orlando; Larry 
Pogreba, guitar and knife maker, a Colo.; Mike Seigler, lawyer/librarian, Marietta, Ga.; and Devin Zelazny, college 


student, Sante Fe, N.M. 


or those who 
keep asking, 


“Whatever hap- 
pened to Sybil 
Danning, the 


ripaway bra queen 
of the eighties?”— 
and scarcely a week 
goes by that we 
don't get asked this 
question—the an- 
swer is that she has 
retired from the 
business. She even 
got married. (Sorry, 
guys.) Her last 
movie of any impor- 
tance was L.A. Bounty in 1989, which she produced 
and starred in, in an effort to further establish 
herself as an action heroine. (Co-star Wings Hauser 
gives one of his best villainous performances in the 
flick.) Shortly after that, she injured her 
back while doing stunt training for a martial 
arts picture, and when she was fully recov- 
ered she decided to... can we sayit?... hang 
°em up. The slightly good news, though, is 
that scarcely a month goes by without some- 
one claiming they're doing a picture with 
her. We haven't heard from Sybil lately, but 
we wouldn't be surprised if she were coaxed 
into a pair of stiletto heels one more time. 
€ 

The Ultimate Joe Bob Review Book, a 
compendium containing every review Joe 
Bob has ever written, indexed by title, will 
be published by Atlantic/Grove in June 1995. 
Warn your friends. 

€ 

If you go to the famous Mickey Mantle’s 
sports bar and restaurant, on Central Park 
South in New York, you might be fortunate 
enough to chat with a good-humored bar- 
tender named Brett Leveridge, and if you 
do, Brett will no doubt give you a copy of his 
personal fanzine, BRETTnews, a 14-page 
monthly in which Brett proves himself a 
delightful writer who is passionate about 
travel (he traversed the entire length of 
Route 66), New York City (he tells you everything 
you ever wanted to know about “free-range geckos,” 
which is the science of eliminating roaches from your 
apartment by letting a pet lizard run loose on the 
premises), drive-ins (he was there on the final night 
of the famous Route 35 Drive-In, in Hazlet, New 
Jersey), “urban archeology” (he has a fascinating 
article about the old Hotel Pennsylvania, where the 
Glenn Miller Orchestra once held court), singers like 
Lucinda Williams and Rickie Lee Jones, and 
strange movies. He’s a great phrase-maker, calling 





.. . Wherein we report from the 
aundoergrouno, the counter-cul€ture, 
€he ouft-of-€he-mainsftream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, ano other 
places where misfits Owell. 






Have wereally seen the last of Sybil, Sultan of Spandex? 


Arsenio Hall “the 
Merv Griffin of the 
nineties,” and his 
hatreds include 
people who say 
“smashmouth foot- 
ball,” men who 
wear sweaters 
draped over their 
shoulders and tied 
around their necks, 
and Vanilla Ice. 
This great little 
zine, whose motto 
is “A Pretty Darned 
Good Read,” goes 
for $18 a year, pay- 
able to: L&K Publishing, 341 W. 22nd St., Suite 2A, 
New York, NY 10011. 
€ 
Even before they won the World Cup in July, 


se 


wed been noticing Brazilians everywhere—clubs 
specializing in Brazilian music, galleries showing off 
Brazilian art, organizations dedicated to the rain 
forest, travel agencies that specialize in big splashy 
trips down to Carnaval in Rio. So it’s no great 
surprise that there’s now a newsletter dedicated 
exclusively to Brazilian entertainment in America. 
Samba, edited by Wilson Loria, is a chatty little 
eight-page monthly that reports on musicians like 
Milton Nascimento, Gilberto Gil, and Caetano 
Veloso, publishes short fiction, and divulges little 


fascinating nuggets like 
the fact that Astrud 
Gilberto, who recorded 
“The Girl From Ipane- 
ma” in the sixties, still 
sings the song as part of 
her twice-a-month set at 
a club called S.O.B.’s in 
New York. (It stands for 
“Sounds of Brazil.”) Bra- 
zil also has some of the 
leading cabaret perform- 
ers in the world, but you 
would never find their 
recordings without the 
help of Samba, because 
they rarely perform out- 
side of New York, Miami 
and San Francisco. For 
subscriptions, send $10 
for 11 issues, payable to: 
Wilson Loria, Samba, 46- 
36 Vernon Blvd. #4, Long 
Island City, NY 11101. 
e 

Debra Lamb, a B 
movie queen who takes a 
great picture, can be seen 
in all her dark-tressed, perfect-bosomed glory in 
“Starstruck,” one of the classier calendars available 
for any wall where women do not work, and where 
there’s absolutely no chance of you getting reported 
for sexual harassment. Debra has appeared in about 
20 films, and is known as “the industry's most 
sought-after female fire-eater.” (Hey, it’s a niche.) 
The excellent calendar photographs, by Steven 
Palty, show Debra vamping on a tiger-skin rug, 
displaying some painted-on tattoos on every part of 
her body, acting the diva in fishnet stockings, danc- 
ing in her underwear, doing the Marilyn thing, 
dressed up like a half-naked bride, and fondling her 
fire baton. The body is perfect, guys, and can be seen 
by sending $20 for an autographed calendar, pay- 
able to: LambLight Productions, 16633 Ventura Blvd., 
Suite 1240, Encino, CA 91436. 

€ 

Our buddy Arthur Hu of San Jose has started 
an intriguing new minority-rights group called Fair- 
ness in Diversity. It’s a watchdog organization that 
represents everyone, but especially looks out for 
white males who have been excluded from jobs 
because someone believes all the jobs should go to 
blacks, Asians, Hispanics or women. As one ex- 
ample, a candidate for superintendent of the San 
Jose Unified School District said one of his goals was 
to “get rid of deadwood Anglo teachers.” In another 
case, the Union City, California, Fire Department 
hired five firefighters, but no “European-American 
Males,” as Fairness in Diversity likes to call them, 





Debra dresses for dinner. 


because of alleged quo- 
tas that make it hard 
for the whites to get 
hired. The organiza- 
tion is just getting off 
the ground, but al- 
ready has support from 
San Francisco lawyer 
Brad Yamauchi, 
who’s handling cases 
on a contingency-fee 
basis. If you're inter- 
ested in giving your 
support, or finding out 
more, send $10 or 
whatever you can (to 
“help defray printing 
and mailing costs”), 
payable to: Arthur Hu, 
President, Fairness in 
Diversity, 2530 Berry- 
essa Rd. #728, San 
Jose, CA 95132. 
€ 

From something 
called the Cosmos Free 
Press, which origi- 
nates somewhere in 
the Napa wine country of California, comes an old- 
fashioned broadside dedicated to proving that Japan 
is our new mortal enemy, and that if we don’t act now 
we'll be reduced to economic serfdom. The unsigned 
pamphlet, The United States of America and the 
Land of the Rising Sun Proudly Announce Chapter 
11 Joint Venture, goes on for 16 impassioned pages 
about the various atrocities and barbarisms commit- 
ted by each successive generation of Japanese for the 
last 2600 years, then details the failure of America to 
compete or even care about the global marketplace 
(this is the best part, actually, where the writer 
shows how our economy is based on passing paper 
from person to person without ever producing goods 
saleable in world markets), and concludes with a call 
to end this “malevolent legacy” by turning away from 
our toys and our leisurely lifestyle and getting back 
to good old hard gold-standard currency. The funni- 
est part of the whole deal is when the writer, search- 
ing for his last emphatic “And another thing .. .,” 
says, “And besides that [the Japanese] eat abomi- 
nable food. They have stolen everything else from 
China and other neighbors, but civilized physiology 
of taste and food preparation evades them.” Spoken 
like a true Napa Valley native. If you believe that the 
United States should “regain our former position as 
an important producer of hard goods, instead of 
conversation,” then you'll want to send $2 for the 
kind of pamphlet that was popular in the fifties but 
we haven’t seen in a long time: Legacy, P.O. Box 62, 
St. Helena, CA 94574.* 
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Introducing the alternative credit card... 


Don’t Leave Homo Without It 


ell, I got my application in the mail for the 
National Gay and Lesbian MasterCard. 

I gotta start stayin sober more days in the week. 

What kinda mailing lists are they selling these 
days? It starts out “The first national Gay and 
Lesbian MasterCard program is a 
fantastic opportunity to show the 
power and solidarity of our commu- 
nity and provide financial support 
to incredible organizations that 
work for us all.” And it practically 
guarantees me that I'll get one if I 
send in the application. 

It would almost be worth it, just 
to see what would happen if I asked 
for a pitcher of beer at the White 
Elephant Saloon in Fort Worth and 
slapped down my National Gay and 
Lesbian MasterCard to pay for it. 

The part I don’t understand, 
though, is the “and” part. Shouldn’t 
it be either a gay card or a lesbian 
card? I’m always amazed when 
people link gays and lesbians to- 
gether, because as far as I can tell, 
they don’t even particularly like one 
another. 

After all, lesbians like women. They wanna be 
with women. They only wanna be with women. So 








why would they suddenly say, “You know what? I 
think tonight I'll hang around with some men, who 
are surrounded by other men.” 

It doesn’t really work that way. 

The uniform is different. 


6 


° 


The language is different. 

The jokes are different. 

Lesbians, for one thing, are a whole lot more 
serious about being lesbians than gays are about 
being gays. Lesbian bars are dark and mysterious. 
Gay bars are loud and festive. 

All right all right all right all right, ’m making 
up a bunch of stereotypes. 

But at least when I get gay mail accusing me of 
making up stereotypes, they generally have four or 
five good jokes in the letter. 

When you get a letter from an angry lesbian, 
your first thought is, “I wonder if this woman owns 
any firearms.” 

It’sjust two different worlds. Heterosexuals have 
more in common with both groups than either group 
has with the other. There were even a few lesbians 
that refused to work the AIDS Walk this year be- 
cause they decided, “Hey, all these guys have been 
using us for years, and we never get anything back.” 

Anyhoo, my only point is that a National Gay 
and Lesbian MasterCard only makes sense to people 
who never hang around with any lesbians or gays. 

Shoot, [ll take one. 

The last guy that offered me a credit card was 
standing on Akard Street in downtown Dallas with 
a suitcase full of gold watches. 
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Yoga Sex in front of an audience sorta takes the ‘secret’ out of the... 


Semi-Secret Sacred Place 


his guy invited me to go to his Advanced Tantric 

Yoga Class. I thought it would be one of those 
deals where a woman with a scarf in her hair and a 
Santa Fe burlap-bag housedress tells you to bend 
your body into a pretzel and breathe a lot. 
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Nope. 

This is a deal where couples go to have aerobic 
sex. 

They don’t just breathe. They breathe on each 
other. And they do it in front of everybody else. 

Then the instructor teaches you how to kiss, how 
to dance, how to find your partner’s “secret sacred 
place” (the mind boggles), how to “extend orgasmic 
bliss in women,” and how to “achieve full body 
orgasm in men.” 

Whew! Makes you wanna make certain you take 
your gym clothes to work, doesn’t it? 

Remember that church in Southern California 
where everybody who joined had to have sex with the 
minister’s wife? 

Well, this place ’m talking about is in Northern 
California, where theyre a little bit more demo- 
cratic. It’s a brown-bag situation. Bring your own. 
But once you get there, be prepared to peel the 
pastry, if you know what I mean and I think you do. 

What’s going on here? Is it my imagination, or is 
there a whole lot of real public sex going on lately? 
It’s not just Madonna who does this. We’re kinda 
moving back to the seventies, when they had “sex 
clubs” like Plato’s Retreat. Somebody’s making a 
major film about the Marquis de Sade. People are 
getting tattoos on their nether regions and telling us 
about it. (Yucko.) And everybody is fascinated with 





people like Heidi Fleiss, who, let’s face it, didn’t 
exactly invent any new circus tricks. 

So these people in Marin County who have 
turned it into a religion aren’t so different from the 
general population. Theyre just more obnoxious 
aboutit. Maybe they 
wanna write it off 
on their income tax. 

I didn’t go to the 
meeting. I 
chickened out. I ad- 
mit it. The idea of 
all these people 
watching whilelI... 
well, while I any- 
thing ...is justa 
little much for this 
ole Texas boy. I’m 
not saying I have to 
have the lights out, 
but gee whiz, we're 
talking orchestra 
seats here. 

And let’s face it. 
Two people having 
sex look pretty dang ridiedinua to everybody except 
those two people. You know what I mean? If you were 
watchin this, and you were really in touch with what 
you were watchin, you'd break out laughin like a 
hyena. And how would that make the poor Tantric 
Couple feel? They’re trying to get into the spiritual 
mystery of Yoga Sex, but what they’re really thinkin 
is “I should have stayed another fifteen minutes on 
that Stairmaster,” or “I hate it when you bump into 
the kitchen counter and get those big brown bruises 
on your legs.” 

Call me a wimp, but I prefer leaving the whole 
deal in the Motel 6 where it belongs. That’s about as 
spiritual as I wanna get in this department. 


Victory Over Communism! 
The Finger - Lakes Drive-In, on Routes 5 and 

20 i in Aurelius, New York, continues to pack em 

in and give em a show, thanks to 80-year-old 

owner Frank Feocco, who refuses to close down 


even during pouring rainstorms. This drive-in i is 
known for the tradition of giving every kid a free 
lollipop at the gate, and tickets are still $3.50 for 

the nightly double feature. Bradley Grinnell of 
Rochester reminds us that, with eternal vigi- 
lance, the drive-in will never die. 





Dear Joe Bob: 

Thanks for the en- 
dorsement of the public 
drinking water system 
and your insightful analy- 
sis of the costs incurred by 
people who insist on drink- 
ing bottled water of infe- 
rior quality. You have 
posed one of the great 
questions of all time when |. 
you ask why people in any city ane ae hun- 
dreds of dollars a year for water that is less pure than 
what they can get out of their taps.” If you get even 
a single credible response to this query, I’d love to 
hear it! 

By the way, not meaning to quibble, I note that 
the cost of that $6 bottle of Perrier (if it contains 16 
ounces) is about twenty thousand times (not 9,000 
times) the cost of our high-quality municipal drink- 
ing water delivered to your home. You don’t need to 
hold your nose and grimace when you drink our 
water, either. Finally, our water lacks that essential 
nutrient benzene that Perrier was previously in- 
cluding in their bottles at no extra charge! 

Here’s hoping that you won’t have to explain this 
to people again. 

Sincerely, 
Michael S. Marcotte 
Director, Dallas Water Utilities 
Dallas 
Dear Michael: 
I guess you can lead the water to the people, but 





you can't make em drink. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Why does the term 
“aardvarking” mean 
sexual intercourse? Would 
watching a Time/Life video 
on the sexual habits of 
aardvarks teach me about 
the masculine virility 

ee ~~ that’s hidden within all 

sales? Do ee know about the erogenous 
zones found in all female species? Do aardvarks have 
clever pick-up lines I could use at singles bars? Am 
I becoming overly obsessed on this subject because 
it’s been a painfully long time since I last aardvarked? 
How do you pick up women, Joe Bob? My problem’s 
not really picking up women, but picking up women 
I can put up with. The last woman I could have 
picked up, I walked away from, not because she 
looked like an aardvark, or had the nasty disposition 
of an aardvark, but because she was horrendously 
boring. This has never happened to me. Am I finally 
becoming mature, or am I going mental, and what’s 
the difference? 

Eternally Neurotic, 

Lyle MacDougall 

Buffalo 
Dear Lyle: 

You dumped a woman because she was boring? 
That's it? That’s all that was wrong with her? Obvi- 
ously you're not doing nearly enough aardvarking, 
bud. 





This Week's ected 


Lyle MacDougall of Buffalo: “I have something 
you may not be able to help me on. In my pre- 
adolescence, I recall a show that may have been on 
on Saturday mornings. It was this live-action show, 
where this attractive blonde and attractive brunette 
in pigtails would run around in colorful, tight-fitting 
Spandex outfits. They may have been heroes, they 
may have had superpowers, there may have been 
other people in this show. All I can really remember 
were those pre-adolescent feelings that bubbled out 
whenever I saw those women in those outfits. Who 
says Saturday morning television didn’t have a posi- 
tive influence on young minds? So what was this 
show? Who were these two actresses, and could I find 
them in the Bare Facts dictionary? Is this show on 
videotape? And, most importantly, what was it all 
about anyway?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. Send 
“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Mave A Winner! 


In the May 2 issue, Sally Vandershaf of Orinda, 
California, wrote: “Here’s a scary tale by one of the 
top games designers in the computer games indus- 
try. It was printed in Computer Gaming World, and 
I'd like to know which movie this is! It was probably 
from the 1960’s. 

“Tt looked like a real movie with real people. And 
then something really horrible happened. Before the 
horrible scene, the whole screen started waving and 
turning funny colors. I remember turning to my dad 
and asking him why the screen was doing that. He 
said that something might happen. I didn’t know 
what might happen, but I remember one scene in 
particular. This guy in the movie got a package of 
binoculars as a present in the mail. Just as he 
received it, the screen did this blurry, wavy thing, 
which was really a warning to people that something 
bad might be coming. He put the binoculars up to his 
face, to his eyes, and suddenly daggers came out of 
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the binoculars and went into his eyes. There were 
other scenes like that, too. One lady went into her 
bedroom and sat down at her dresser to get ready to 
go to bed. She does all the things she would normally 






the dire effects of “Hypnovision.” 


do before going to bed and then lays down on the bed. 
The second she laid on the bed, she looked up and 
saw this guy looking down at her from a lamp over 
the bed. I screamed! I wasn’t prepared for that kind 
of shock at four years old. I wasn’t prepared that 
those people could exist. He jumped down on her and 
cut off her head! They showed it. I saw it, even 
though I had my eyes covered. On the way home, I 
got in the car and immediately put my feet up on the 
chair because I was afraid that there was someone 
under the seat who would grab my legs.” 3 

We received 15 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Brian Yelverton of Salem, Massachusetts: “An- 
other fairly easy one. The film Sally is looking for is 
Horrors of the Black Museum, a 1959 release through 
AIP, I believe. It was produced by Herman Cohen, 
who also did the giant ape film Konga. It’s a nasty 
little story about an author of true crime books who 
decides to provide his own subject matter, doing 
some imaginative murders with the aid of a de- 
formed assistant. The spike-ejecting binoculars were 
the highlight, but he also used ice tongs, acid and a 
booby-trapped bed. I read that it was advertised as 
being in ‘Hypnovision.” 

Additional information came from our 14 run- 
ners-up... 

Jigs Gardner of Orangedale, Nova Scotia: “The 
film Sally asks about was the last movie I saw 
(honest!), called The Horrors of the Black Museum. 
I saw it on a double bill with a werewolf film in a 
movie house (segregated) in Chestertown, Mary- 
land, in the summer of 1959, so it had been released 
in 58 or 59. English flick, I think. The villain is an 
urbane journalist (is that an oxymoron?), a pipe- 


The cast of Horrors of the Black Museum demonstrates 


smoking tweedy chap looking a bit like Rex Harrison, 
who’s always poking around Scotland Yard’s Black 
Museum, stirring up the cops. Of course, he’s busily 
pulling off a series of murders, mostly of young 
women obviously no better than they 
should be against whom he seems (it’s a 
bit unclear, but since the villain has a 
limp, and babes who taunt him for it wind 
up dead, I think we can identify the Jack 
the Ripper touch) to have an animus. 
There are two wrinkles in the film. One is 
that at least some of the murders are 
committed with tools that have figured in 
previous murders. So when a woman 
who runs a second-hand shop tries to sell 
him ice tongs once used in a murder, for 
an exorbitant sum, thus signalling that 
she’s onto him, he immediately uses them 
on her. The binoculars scene described by 
Sally features two floozies, not a man, 
and the nails zap into her eyeballs when 
she tries to focus the glasses. The other 
wrinkle is that the villain has an inno- 
cent assistant who is sometimes, when 
under the influence of an injection (given by the 
villain, natch) which renders him glassy-eyed, pale 
and jerky in his movements, also a trifle slobbery, 
used by the villain to commit murders. So, for in- 
stance, the other scene recalled by Sally involves the 
assistant. The victim is at a bar with the villain, and 
she’s a little drunk, so naturally as all such women 
do when at a bar with a customer, she sneers at his 
gimp leg and leaves him in the lurch. Villain obvi- 
ously very annoyed. Next scene: she’s returning, 
half seas over, to her apartment. Goes in, gets 
undressed (more or less—just a quick view of linge- 
rie and then she’s in her nightie). Now comes the 
very effective climax. As she lies down in bed, the 
camera moves to her point of view, so as her head 
goes back and her eyes look up, we are staring up at 
the villain’s assistant, white face, staring eyes, hor- 
rible grimace, who’s perched on top of the headboard 
with a portable guillotine. She screams (as I almost 
did), the guillotine goes ‘chunk,’ and her head rolls 
onto the floor. A minor plot involves the villain’s 
psychiatrist who, when he tumbles to what his 
patient is up to, follows him home to try to get him to 
turn himself in. Now the villain, who collects tools 
used in previous murders, has his own Black Mu- 
seum, and that’s where he meets the agitated doc, 
knocks him over the head, arranges him on a hook, 
lowers him into a vertical acid bath, a stainless steel 
job with knobs and dials and flashing colored lights. 
In a few moments the villain activates the winch and 
hauls up a skeleton on the hook. Soon thereafter the 
villain sends the assistant to murder the latter’s 
girlfriend (she knows too much) at an amusement 
park where the final scenes—the usual chase— 
ensue, and the villain is killed by some amusement 
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park device, like falling off the Ferris wheel (I think). 
How’s that for a memory of 35 years ago? The film 
was enjoyable in a campy way, but I thought it a far 
cry from those great scary films of my childhood in 
the 1930’s and ‘40’s, with Bela Lugosi transplanting 
brains from a gorilla to a girl (or vice versa), Count 
Dracula and Boris Karloff. It was in color, too, which 
I thought inappropriate for a scary flick, which 
should be in black and white and dimly lit. This was 
very bright color. The acting was wretched.” 

Tim Sullivan of Los Angeles: “The part where 
the screen started ‘waving and turning funny colors’ 
was a demonstration of Hypnovision (not in the TV 
prints), demonstrated by an honest-to-God hypno- 
tist as a build-up to the notorious binocular scene. 
Sally’s 35-year-old memory also replaced the beauti- 
ful babe who looks through the spiked spy glasses 
with a guy, for some reason. Maybe at four she 
identified too strongly with the idea of this happen- 
ing to a girl. The lady who got her head chopped off 
in the bedroom was actually a hooker victim of a 
guillotine manned by a teenager who had been 
injected with Dr. Jekyll’s formula. What a great 
flick! [ve got pretty strong memories of this cool 
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in black. (Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody 
go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes to this new 
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British horror movie. A friend and I actually jumped 
out the ground floor window of our Catholic school, 
ducked down so the nuns wouldn’t see us, and snuck 
off the schoolyard premises to see this picture when 
I was ten. It was a beautiful spring day, perfect for 
seeing a British starlet’s eyes put out with spring- 
loaded binocular needles, and a prostitute beheaded 
by a guillotine, not to mention an old guy dropped 
into a vat of acid and reduced to a wired laboratory 
skeleton, and a yenta dispatched with ice tongs 
wielded by a homo-psycho writer played by Michael 
Gough (recently seen in Scorsese’s Age of Innocence, 
believe it or not), who keeps his own collection of 
horror props in his basement. Horrors of the Black 
Museum was directed by Arthur Crabtree, who did 
Fiend Without a Face (the fifties crawling brain 
picture) the year before; produced by Teenage 
Werewolfs Herman Cohen; written by Teenage 
Frankenstein’s Aben Kandel; and starred Shirley 
Anne Field, Jane Cunningham, and Graham Curnow 
(the teenage Mr. Hyde) along with the scenery- 
chewing Mr. Gough. Cohen, Kandel, and Gough— 
but not Crabtree—reunited in ’61 for Konga.” 
Erich Mees of Dunwoody, Georgia: “Horrors of 
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the Black Museum is well worth 
tracking down, both for the outra- 
geous gimmick killings and for 
Gough’s gleefully wicked perfor- 
mance. Also recommended: The 
Black Zoo (1963), in which Gough 
plays a crazed zookeeper/animal 
trainer who sics his pets on land 
developers and others who would 
endanger his sanctuary. The Black 
Zoo also stars Jeanne Cooper 
(Corbin Bernsen’s mom) as 
Gough’s wife and Elisha Cook Jr. 
as an ill-fated zoo employee.” 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “Horrors was 
shot in England, where, not un- 
like a fart, it caused quite a stink 
upon release. Critics were up in 
arms over the admittedly vicious 
nature of some scenes, such as the 
ones Sally describes. American 
International added a prologue to 
the film wherein a hypnotist, one 
Dr. Emile Franchel, puts his sub- 
jects under and has them do some 
wacky stuff. One young woman 
has a long needle pushed through 
the skin of her arm, but feels no 
pain. Martin Scorsese actually had 
Horrors of the Black Museum put 
into the film library of the New 
York Art Museum, I believe. I 
wish the film were available on 
tape, ideally with the prologue, 
which is probably never included 
in TV broadcasts, and in letter- 
boxed form, as it was shot in 
Cinemascope.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Bob Campbell of Weymouth, 
Massachusetts; Bill Cantey of 
Charleston, South Carolina; Dan 
Cziraky of Newark, New Jersey; 
Gerald Enrico of Hoboken, New 
Jersey; Michael Jones of Los 
— J.K. ners of Lewis- 
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Muscles, Myths and Movies. From Reeves 
to Arnold. 73-page detailed guide to Her- 
cules genre movies. $6.95 plus $1.55 check 
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